Look, that the distant mortelo tower,

Hear slabbing sound on the water lower,

Peep down the slope, the dale dancing down,             21

With fountain foam to merge in the ocean.
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Away away the bright silver crowned cliff,
Throw them misty light verdant slant unrough,
The marshy bushes in the moor away,
The curling edge of fishy soil to bay.

The silver sky flashes its beams on me,
Hide the clouds beyond ultramerine sea,
A myrtle green grove in the south-west ward,
A tall and bulk oak conflux south, east ward.

In the north west dim and obscure confluence,
In the north, a tiding ocean pronounce,
On the bed bottom river's golden silt,
Around gorgerousness and constrian built.

Oh, strange, look, at string of the creeper,                    3 c

Huge golden pumpkin vehemently bear                         *

The big banian with reddish smaller seeds,
Glowing thro thick and irregular reeds.

So lean a string, a bearing so big pumpkin,
So little seed for so mighty banian,
To weave the fibre around little heir,   .
Tell me, oh palm tree, who taught you fair.

To protect your kin from so high to fall,
Unbreak the hard shell extents to gall,
Exclamation decent and honest-soul,
And content for God's creation as whole,